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blew like scorching blasts from the mouth of a furnace.
Occasionally we left the saloon, and went into the
verandah. Gazing upward at the lofty summits of the
stately banyans, the branches showed like fine black Jace
against the glowing background of the illumined sky. The
incessant lightning was followed so rapidly by the peals of
thunder, that the echoes had not time to die away; they
were continually aroused by new and yet louder explosions.
A deep, continuous roll was maintained, and only broken *by
those sharp detonations so well compared by Lucretius to
the harsh screaming sound of paper when it is torn.
" I wonder the storm has not yet driven them in," said
Colonel Munro.
** Perhaps Captain Hood has found some shelter in the
forest," answered Sergeant McNeil. " He may be waiting
in some cave or hollow tree, and will rejoin us in the
morning. The camp will be here all right.11
Banks shook his head somewhat doubtfully; he did not
seem to share McNeil's opinion.
It was now about nine o'clock; and the rain began to
fall with great force. It was mingled with enormous hail-
stones, and they pelted on the hollow roofs of Steam
House with a noise like the roll of many drums. Even
without the roar of the thunder, it was impossible to hear
our own voices. The air was full of the leaves of trees,
whirling in all directions.